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ite study and pursuit of mine; and, now I am
on that subject, allow me to give you two stan-
zas of another old simple ballad, which I am
sure will please you. The catastrophe of the
piece is a poor ruined female lamenting her
fate. She concludes with this pathetic wish :

" O that my father had ne'er on me smil'd;

O that my mother had ne'er to me sung!
O that my cradle had never been rock'd;
But that I had died when I was young!

O that the grave it were my bed;
My blankets were my winding sheet;

The clocks and the worms my bedfellows aj;
And O sae sound as I should sleep!"

I do not remember in all my reading to have
met with any thing more truly the language of
misery than the exclamation in the last line.
Misery is like love; to speak its language truly 5
the author must have felt it,

I am every day expecting the doctor to give

your little godson* the small pox.    They are

rife in the country, and I tremble for his fate.

By the way, I cannot help congratulating you
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* The Bard's second sou, Francis,           E.